144

STORIES AND PLAYS OF KNIGHTS AND YEOMEN

SCENE V

Characters: A HERALD, PERCEVAL, the LADY,

GAWAIN, ARTHUR.
[At the tourney.]

HERALD (standing and proclaiming from the
stage). All comers are hereby challenged to
a contest of swords, which is the first event
of to-day's tourney. If there are any who desire
to enter this contest, let them now present
themselves.

[Gawain and Arthur step forward, neither
with any distinctive emblems on their cos-
tume]

GAWAIN. With whom do we hold this con-
test?

HERALD. With a knight who does not make
known his name, but who is known hereabouts
by the goatskin coat which he wears over his
armor.

ARTHUR.   'T is he.

HERALD. For many days now he has held
the championship, and some say that it is
magic which comes from the damsel who sits
ever at the side watching him.

ARTHUR.   Is she fair, this damsel?

HERALD. It is plain that you are newly
come to these parts. Her countenance is more
ugly than that of any mortal upon whom I ever
looked. All shrink from her save the knight of
the goatskin coat and her little page; but they
serve her as courteously as though she were
the fairest lady in the land.

GAWAIN. But what of this magic? Do you
hold it is magic by which he wins?

HERALD. No, sir knight; I hold that it is
skill and strength, for though he is but young,
this unknown knight does skillful sword-play,
so that I should say it was more likely he came
from the court of the great King Arthur him-
self.

GAWAIN. Indeed, I think I must try a
tilt with this youngster. Perhaps my hand has
not altogether lost its cunning with the sword.
Enter me there to challenge this champion.

HERALD. And what name shall I put down,
sir knight, and whence comest thou?

GAWAIN. Does the other contestant record
his name or home?

HERALD.   No, sir knight.

GAWAIN. Then neither do I. (To Arthur.)
?Tis a poor game that two cannot play at.
[Herald withdraws; returns with Perceval, who is
followed by the lady. He seats her courteously
before he turns to the others. King Arthur
also seats himself.]
PERCEVAL. Art thou the knight with whom
I shall contest?
GAWAIN. I am. Shall we proceed without
delay?
PERCEVAL.   I am ready.
[Then follows an exhibition of closely matched
sword-play. Neither gets advantage of the
other.]
GAWAIN   (at last}.   Truce.
PERCEVAL.   Gladly.
[Both drop the points of their swords.]
GAWAIN. Our quarrel is not so great that
we need contest to the point of doing each
other hurt. You are a skillful champion with
the sword.
PERCEVAL. And you, sir, are the best knight
that ever I met.
ARTHUR (coming forward). Well may you
say so, for he is the best swordsman at my
court, and you have done wonders, stripling
that you are, to hold out so long against him.
PERCEVAL.   My king!
ARTHUR. Yes, my lad, and your first friend,
too. Lift your visor, Gawain.
GAWAIN. It is long since we met, my lad,
and you have become a Knight-Beast your-
self!
PERCEVAL. King Arthur, Gawain, I pray
your pardon. I knew you not, or I would never
have been so bold. Forgive me, Sir Gawain, for
raising my sword against you.
GAWAIN. Nay, my lad, you have no need
to seek pardon, though you pressed me harder
than I am wont to be pressed.
ARTHUR.   Come, lad, are you a knight yet?
PERCEVAL.   No, my lord.
ARTHUR. Then come back to court with me,
and I will make you one.
PERCEVAL (turning to the lady). Nay, Sir
King, thou dost forget. I have not done the
mission on which I set forth.
ARTHUR. Can it not wait, since it has waited
so long?
PERCEVAL. Nay, Sir King, but I promised,
and the lady is in need. I must fulfill my quest.